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ALL WINNERS OF THE 

GIANT WHIZ CONTEST 

WILL BE ANNOUNCED IN NEXT 

month's WHIZ COMICS ! 





By LaRac Semrof 

AS SUDDENLY as though 
. the sun had abruptly 
been switched on, the inky 
blackness of the night, through 
which we were flying, became 
a sea of white brilliance. Before 
we realized what had happened, 
the batteries of anti-aircraft 
guns roared up their message 
of yelcome to us - I" a moment 
we Were surrounded by an in- 
ferno of bursting shells. There 
were si* planes in our patty; 
all bombers. 1 was the only 
Yank. The rest were all English 
and Australian. We separated. 
It was each man for himself. I 
dodgt'd, twisted, banked and 
turned, but I could not shake 
off that cold, white beam of 
death rising from the Nazi 
ground battery. i 

Suddenly there was a terrific 
explosion that dwarfed the best 
efforts of the anti-aircraft guns 
into popping corn. One of our. 
boys had let loose a tomato; 
Others followed, my bombs 
joining in the ever rising cres- 
cendo until the very heavens 
seemed to tremble under this 
onslaught of man-made thun- 
der. I had dropped my last 
bomb, and was wondering how 
on earth the Nazis could have 
missed me all this time, fully 
exposed as I was in that glaring 
light, when — I felt as though a 
giant hand were thrust under 
my plane and I was being hurled 
up toward the stratosphere. My 
ship seemed to hang suspended 
for an instant, then shivered 
and shook and quivered and 
wiggled, like an over enthusias- 
tic jitterbug. It whirled down in 
A spiral descent, interrupted 



now and then by a direct hit, 
for now that my ship was fairly 
stationary, those defamers of 
democracy were hitting a lot 
better. Around and around I 
went — ever faster and faster- 
round and round — swifter— diz- 
zier—dizzier—. 



How I ever baled out of that 
plane, f do riot khow^ What hap- 
'"■>■■; pened to the other two men in it, 
I also do not know. I suddenly 
found myself floating off, se- 
curely held up by my parachute. 
A narrow beam of light from the 
ground hugged me as intimately 
as my shadow. Three Nazis 
grabbed me almost before I 
touched ground. In two twos, 
they got me out of my parachute 
harness, and soon presented me 
to their commandant. This 6f&» 
cer looked me over with any'eye 
that had about as much human 
animation as a dead carp, and 
snapped: 

"Take him to the prison 
camp. I will question him after 
your return from across the 
Channel." 

My mother had been born in 
Germany, and although I wasn't 
so hot on speaking the language, 
I could understand it fairly well. 
I was told to Marseh! which 
is close enough to English for 
anyone to understand.. So I 
Afarsched. My captor - came 
close behind me — much too 
close. I had noticed before we 
started off on our Marseh thar 
he was almost my double. Same 
height and build, blue eyes — 
even his face somewhat resem- 
bled mine. I wondered if he 
might be. some far distant rela- 
tion of mine. 



We passed <a long line of 
single : Messerschmidts. They 
looked like ghosts lined up in 
the darkness. This evidently was 
the Channel air base for fighters. 
The bombers were probably at 
some other base. Suddenly » 
wild craving to lash out, to tear 
and crush, came over me. I had 
not the slightest idea of a plan, 
but I whirled on thy captor and 
landed him a haymaker that 
would have put Joe Louis to 
sleep. With an almost inaudible 
"Ach" he crumbled. We were 
behind a low building just be- 
yond the row of Messerschmidts. 
I konked the Nazi one with his 
revolver, to make sure he'd stayi 
out of the picture for a while, 
and then switched clothes with . 
him. All of a sudden the field 
was flooded with light, but our : 
spot behind the shed was luckily j 
in thick darkness. I worked 1 
frantically, fairly ripping his 
clothes off. I tried so hard to 
hurry, that my fingers were all 
thumbs. Buttons wouldn't but- 
tpn, laces would not lace. But 
I finally got everything on me 
that belonged to my fallen en» 
emy — just as a series of sharply 
barked commands rang through 
the night. 

I peaked out from the end of 
the shed. At each Messer> 
schmidi stood a pilot in full-re- 
galia.' One plane was without 
a pilot. 

"Where is Pilot Radtfce?" 
Snapped the fished eyed com- 
mandant, "I sent him to deliver 
a prisoner. Where ?nm donner* 
welter is he?" 

I ran to the pilotless plane at 
double quick, thinking and feel- 
ing as Radtkeish as possible. 

"Hereafter. Pilot Radtke,™ 
roared old fish eye, "When you. 



34 

wish to meditate, you will select 
u more appropriate time than 
flight hour." 1 clicked my heels 
together with a snap, and stood 
at attention exactly like the 

"Lieutenant von firachen will 
lead the flight. Over mid -chan- 
nel yoi! will contact your bomb- 
ing squadron from Calais. You 
will then pair off; two Messer- 
schmidts guarding each bomber. 
When you arrive over London, 
you are to keep those English 
Spitfires from getting to our 
bombers. That is all. Achtung! 
Mount!" For a moment old fish 
eye looked almost human, as 
he snapped that final command. 
I delayed long enough to see 
just how and what the others 
were doing, and followed them 
in every move as best I could. 
I had never been inside the 
cockpit of a Messerschmidt, but 
I had seen drawings of one at 
my base in England. Lieutenant 
von Brachen had the first plane 
in the line. Mine was about the 
tenth. One after the other, in 
perfect order, we took off and 
folio we'd our leader. The Mes- 
serschmidt handled easier and 
responded much quicker than 
the heavier English Bomber I 
had flown over here but an hour 
ago. I still had not the slightest 
plan of action. I wanted, above 
all else, to escape from these 
Germans, and I seemed to be 
getting away with that. I was 
so busy trying to figure what to 
do once I got over England, 
that I overlooked watching the 
other Messerschmidts get into 
their bomb squadron formation. 
But I finally woke up to the job 
at hand and fell in beside the 
bomber to which I had been 
allotted. 



«T ITH A JOLT I suddenly 
realized that ] had gotten 
myself into a nice pickle. Any- 
where that 1 appeared over 
England, I would be the target 
of everything that my comrades 
could fire against me. I was 
really a man up in the air with- 
out a country. Even my uniform 
was the enemy's. I could only 
"square myself with the British 



MASTER COMICS 
by explaining, and how could I 
do that from the air? By the time 
the faint outline of the English, 
coast appeared beneath me, 1 
had about decided to streak 
away from the Nazi formation 
and try a forced landing in some 
remote farm field. We went 
droning steadily along at a very 
high altitude. 

Suddenly, the Tommies 
spotted us and let loose. Boy, 
what a difference, how those 
babies could shoot! We imme- 
diately climbed beyond range, 
but a couple of Nazis had been 
nicked and were perceptibly 
limping. Now was the time for 
me to beat it. Did I? As usual, 
I did not. I was having so much 
fun flying up there with the 
Nazis, and watching them get 
their medicine at close range, 
that I just couldn't tear myself 
away from the show. My enemy 
flight companions dropped sev- 
eral flares and started flying 
around in circles. In a jiffy, we 
were treated to an actor's de- 
light, plenty of spot light, and 
what a welcoming salvo of anti- 
aircraft fire they peppered up at 
us. The air seemed so full of 
shells it reminded me of a storm 
of giant hailstones — only falling 
upside down. Then one of the 
Nazi bombers laid an egg. At 
that very moment 1 got a good 
glimpse of where we were — 
right over Croyden air field — 
my air base. That did it. All 
thought of getting away to some 
lonely farm field and having a 
nice little crash all to myself, 
vanished into thin smoke. These 
Nazis were bombing my. pals, 
my flight buddies, my very own 
base. Sufferin' cats and bob- 
tailed monkeys. I didn't only see 
red, I saw the whole blamed 
spectrum. Forgetting all about 
the other Messerschmidts, I 
centered my attention on the 
bombers. I sailed into one big 
baby, and gave him as fine an 
assortment of the works as I 
could.' I worked on him from the 
left, from the right, fa>m the top 
and from the bottom. I must say, 
he sure could take it. I finally 
hit him and down he started 
for dear old England, reeling 
like a town drunkard. I won- 
dered why the other Messer- 



schmidts hadn't interfered with 
my little game. They undoubt- 
edly had no rule in their regula- 
tion book that covered an attack 
by one of their own planes. 
They would probably have to 
wait for Fat Herman Goering to 
make a .ruling. Well, sir, either 
the Fat One was there with tis, 
or some one of that bunch of 
Nazis used his head for some- 
thing besides a helmet peg. 



I was just about to begin on 
number two, when I found my- 
self so completely surrounded 
i by Messerschmidts that I could 
have gotten out and walked on 
them. They were so thick, ihey 
stepped on each other's tails. 
But they still had room enough 
left up there in the wide open 
spaces, to give me mine, and I 
don't mean stingy. Suddenly 
everything went black, and I 
felt myself falling down, down 

I lay back on my pillow, 
slightly exhausted by the long 
tale of my experiences I had 
just recounted, and allowed my 
eyes to wander aimlessly around 
the hospital room "Somewhere 
in England." Major Pelton, my 
commandant, sat by my bed- 
side, a merry twinkle in bis deep 
blue eyes. 

"Well, Major," I finally said, 
"You know the rest of my story 
better than I do. Some day you 
must tell it to me." 

"It would sound very tame 
indeed, my dear fellow," he re- , 
plied. "After that modem 
Arabian Nights Tale of yours," 
He arose and patted my hand f 
in a fatherly way, as he smil- 1 
ingly said: 

"Cheerio, my lad." He I 
stopped a moment at the foot of 
my bed, picked up my case chart ■ 
and scribbled something upon it. 
Later, I had the nurse hand ir ; 
to me. Under — Larry Dean- 
American, the major had print- I 
ed, The Flyin' Foot. 

THE END. 

Larry Dean will appear each 
month in MASTER COMICS 
to thrill you with his excit- 
ing adventures. 
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SCREEN YOUR FAVORITE 
COMICS IN FULL COLOR! 

HOW TO GET YOUR "MS OF AMERICA" 

ABSOLUTELY FREE!! 

By simply cutting out the coupon or making a fac- 
simile of it, mail it together with twenty-five cents in 
coin, plus a three-cent sump for handling and ship, 
ping, and you will receive absolutely free twenty 
pictures "WINGS OF AMERICA" together with 
the Giant Camera COMICSCOPE projector. Every- 

★ thing else included— COMICSCOPE— tube and lens. 
Act immediately, send the coupon and you will get 
your pictures and COMICSCOPE quickly! 
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MAIL TODAY- DONT DELAY * 
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